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which were conscious, for all their Latin
gaiety, of a quarrel to the death with that
new Anglo-Saxon nation that was arising
amid Puritan sermons and Mar-Prelate
pamphlets. This nation had driven out
the language of its conquerors, and now
it was to overthrow their beautiful haughty
imagination and their manners, full of
abandon and wilfulness, and to set in their
stead earnestness and logic and the timidity
and reserve of a counting-house. It had
been corning for a long while, for it had
made the Lollards; and when Anglo-
French Chaucer was at Westminster its
poet, Langland, sang the office at St.
Paul's. Shakespeare,, with his delight in
great persons, with his indifference to the
State, with his scorn of the crowd, with
his feudal passion, was of the old nation,
and Spenser, though a joyless earnestness
had cast shadows upon him, and darkened
his intellect wholly at times, was of the
old nation too. His Faerie Queene was
written in Merry England, but when
Bunyan wrote in prison the other great
English allegory, Modern England had been
born. Bunyan's men would do right that
they might come some day to the Delect-